Honour and thanks be to thy deity!
Concerning which you'll get no more from me.
Tell on your tale, good manciple, I pray/'

"Well, sir," said he, "now hear what I will say.1

THUS   ENDS   THE   MANCIPLE'S   PROLOGUE

THE MANCIPLE'S TALE
OF THE CROW

\ \ /HEN Phoebus once on earth was dwelling,

As in the ancient books it is made clear,

He was the lustiest of bachelors3

In all this world, and even the best archer;

He slew Python, the serpent, as he lay

Sleeping within the sunlight, on a day;

And many another noble, worthy deed

He with his bow wrought, as all men may read.

He played all instruments of minstrelsy,
And sang so that it made great harmony
To hear his clear voice in the joyous sun.
Truly the king of Thebes, that Amphion
Who, by his singing, walled that great city,
Could never sing one half so well as he.
Therewith he was the handsomest young man
That is or was since first the world began.
What needs it that his features I revive?
For in the world was none so fair alive.
Compact of honour and of nobleness,
Perfect he was in every worthiness.

This Phoebus, of all youthful knights the flower,
Whom generous chivalry did richly dower,

a Bachelor: a young knight. *
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